
The Tragedy of Hamlet 

tiful! lackeof wit , together with molt weakehams, all which fi t 
though I liuft powerfully and potently belieue , yet I hold it not 
honefty to haue it thus fet dowtieftor your felfe fir (hall grow old: 
as I am ; iflike a Crab you could goe backeward. 

VJ . Though this be madneffe, yet there is method in’t,wi| you 
walkcour of the ayremy Lord' 

H am. Into my graue. 

p olo. Indsede that's out of the ayre ; how pregnant fomctimcs 
his replies are,a happines that often mad lies hits on, which realbn 
and fanfficy could nor fo prolpevoufiy be dliuered of I will leauc 
him and my daughtcr.My Lord, l vvi ‘1 cake my leans of ydtu 

Haw. You cannot take ‘iom me any thing that i will not more 
willingly par; withall : exceptmy life , except my hfe, except my 
life. Enter (jtiilderfterne ,ani Rofoncraus. 

Polo, Fare you well my Lord; 

Ham. Thefe tedious old fooles, 

P 0/9, You goe tofeeke the Lord Hamlee > there he is. 

R of. God faue you fir. 

Guyl . My honor’d Lord. 

Rof. My moft deere Lord. 

H am. My exelent good friends.how doft thou Cjtttldcrjlerncl 
• A Rofencraus, good lads how doe you both? 

As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Guyl. Happy ,in that we are not cucr happy on Fortunes lap, 
We are not the very button. 

Haw. Nor the foies of her diooe,. 

Rof. Ncithermy Lord. 

Haw.Thcn you liue about her waft, or in the middle of her fa* 

Guyl , Faith her priuates we. (uots. 

Ha.In the fecret pares of fortune,oh moft truc,fiic is a ftrumpec 
What newes? 

Hof. None my Lord, but the worlds grownenoneft. 

Haw. Then is Doomes day neere,but your newes is not true; 
But in the beaten way of friendfhip.what make you at Elfonowd 

Rof. Tovifityoumy Lord, no other occafiou. 

Haw.Begger thac I amj am euer poore in thankes,but I thank 
you, and Cure deare friends, my thankes are too deare a halfpeny: 
were you not fent for?is it your o wne inclining? is it a free vifita* 
tion?come,come,deale iuftly with m:,come,comc,nay fpeake. 
Guy, What (hould wc fay my Lord? 


ffittU ofDetmArk*. 

, thine but co’th purpofejyou were fent for, and there is 

vTofwnfeffio? in your lookes , which your modeftyes haue not 
craft enough to cullour, I know the good King and Queese haue 

1° w i )at ent ^ ^ orc * ? . , 1 

Haw That you muft teach me: but : let me coniure you , ^ y 
• u «four fellowftuppe by the confonancy of our youth, by tut 
"fSon of out cucr peferued looe , aid by what mote dote a 
bccKtptopofer can charge you withall , bee euen aud d.teol with 
mc e whether you were fent for or no- 

R< Haw Nay then I haue an eye of you, ifyouloue me hold not oft” 

Cruvl My Lo d wee were fent for. 

vi-m I will. tell you. why fo ftvalltay anticipation preuent your 
/li'couet'V and your'fecrecie to the King and £ucene moult no tea- 
cher l haue of late, but wherefore I know not, loft all my imrth , 
for Jon all cuftome ofexercifes,a;id mdeede it goes loe hcauily with 
mydifpofuion , that this goodly frame the earth , feemes to mec a 
ftevill prcmontoric , this moft excellent Canopie tne ayre, boke 
you this braiie orc-hangcd firmament, this malcfticall roofe fret- 
ted with golden fire, whyitappearth nothing to meebut a foule 
and peftilent congregation of vapours . What pecce ofwotke is a 
man, how noble inreaibn,, how infini* in faculties, in forme and 
moouing, how exprefle and admirable in a&ion, how like an An- 
gell in apprehenfion, how like a God : the beauty oft he world ; the 
parragon of Annima!cs,and yet to mee, what is this Quinteflence of 
du ft f man delights not mee nor woman neither , though by your 
fmilingyou feemeto fay (b» 

Rof My Lord there was no fuch ft iffe in my thoughts, 

Ham. Why did yce laugh then, when I faid man-delights not me. 

R of To think? my Lord if you delight not in man, what Lenton 
entertaiiiemeni the players final rcceiuc from you, wee toted them 
on the way , and hether are the coming to offer youferuice. 

H am. He that piayes the King fha! be welcome* his Maitfty dial 
haue tribute on mee, the aduentcroiis Knight final vfe his foyleand 
target, thelouer final not fing gratis, the humorous man dial end his 
patt in peace and the Lady final fay t her mind freely : or the blanke 
verfc fhal haultfor’t. What players are they ? 

R of. Euen thofe you were wont to take fuch delight in, the Trage- 
dians of thiCitty. 
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